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THE LOUTS MAGAZINE 



I hardly dare to believe it. No hands, 
since mine, have touched it. I can still 
hear its voice, its voice that last day, 
when I played. . . . Oh! a little para- 
phrase, improvised after Cesar Franck, 
you know, after the chorus of the har- 
vesters in Ruth . . . 

All that the happy laborer 
Harvests. . . . 



"Double-quick, old chap, the music for 
my exit, double-quick!" 

But the chapel-master forgets this time 
the imperious girl. His eyes raised to- 
wards the vaulting which his memory 
constructs, he outhnes on the cracked 
piano, humming softly, the chorus of 
Cesar Franck: 

" '. . . It is God who gives it: 
To God alone be the honor ! . . .'" 

Colette Willy. 
From Lizez-mot, Parts. 
(Translation, Lotus Magazioe.') 
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A TRIBUTE BY C. M. J. TO THE BATTERY CHESTNUT WHO FELL FOR ENGLAND 



The chestnut never had a. name 
For she was no one's special nag, 

But did her bit when aututnn came 
A-huntmg of the drag. 

Some pulled her mouth until it bled, 
Some rowelled her and made her prance, 

And England, being sore bestead. 
Then shipped her into France, 

Where, through the dazing cannonade. 
She and her comrades were in stress. 

She could not sleep, nor eat (poor jade!) 
Sometimes (for weariness) 

Her frugal feed. The man was slain 
Who was her driver; where he fell 

Another caught the dangling rein 
And rode her into hell. 

He rode her (so a swimmer rides 

A wave) "quo fas et gloria 
Ducunt"; the team, with heaving sides. 

Right gamely followed they 

And saved the gun. She paid her toll; 

Where pyres are lit for sepulchre 
Her body lies, but not her soul — 

Valhalla pastures her. 

From The London Graphic. 



